XXVII
LIVING DANGEROUSLY

WE stand opposite Broadcasting House on a
mid-October morning after picking our
way gingerly to the pavement through fragments
of stone  and   typed   sections   of news-sheets
flung by the explosion across Portland Place.
By this time the damage of famous public
buildings has almost ceased to attract atten-
tion, but the B.B.G. has become part of our
lives whether we wish to include it or not.   The
reassuring voices of its announcers, judiciously
fused with a note of excitement whenever the
story of some conspicuous British exploit confronts
the narrator, has become as familiar to us as our
grandmother scolding the milkman down the tele-
phone or the nightly protests of the latest baby.
Last night, several listeners excitedly assert,
they heard the bomb drop just at the end of
the news.   There was a crash ... the an-
nouncer paused . . . another voice whispered:
"It's all right!" and the news continued with
only a suspicion of breathlessness to indicate the
occurrence of a crisis. The bomb, my neighbours
assert, fell three floors before it exploded and
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